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* Oh ! * he said, without turning, e you don't!
Make haste, then.   I give you two minutes/ and
he took out his watch,
Young Jolyon stood looking dazedly at the
familiar golden object. Behind him he could hear
Mr. Davids making haste.
< Here it ith, Mithter Forthyte, here it ith !*
Old Jolyon turned.
c Is that your signature, Jo ? *
* Yes,' said young Jolyon, dully.
c Take it, then, and tear it up.5
Young Jolyon took, and tore it savagely.
* Here's your cheque,' said old Jolyon.
Mr. Davids grasped the cheque, changing his
feet rapidly,
c Ith not bithneth, really ith not bithneth/ he
repeated.
{ The deuce it isn't,' said old Jolyon ; * you
may thank your stars I don't go to the Vice-
Chancellor, into the bargain. Good-bye to
you !' He stumped his umbrella and walked
out.
Young Jolyon followed, sheepishly.
* Where's the station, Jo ? '
Young Jolyon led the way, and they walked
on, more silent than ever.
At last old Jolyon said :
* This has been a sad affair.   It's your not
coming to me, Jo, that hurt.'
Young Jolyon's answer was strangled in his
throat.